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it away on those who have been these five thousand years
using us ill. Philosophy advises to keep our desires and
prospects of happiness as much as we can In our own
breasts, and independent of anything without. He that
sends them abroad Is likely to have as little quiet as a
merchant whose stock depends upon winds, and waves, and
pirates, or upon the words and faith of creditors, every whit
as dangerous and inconstant as the other.

I am a villain If I have not been poring this half hour
over the paper merely for want of something to say to you;
or is it rather that I have so much to say to you, that I
know not where to begin, though at last it is all very likely
to be arrant repetition?

Two strangers, a poet and a beggar, went to cuffs yester-
day In this town, which minded me to curse heartily both
employments. However, I am glad to see those two trades
fall out, because I always heard they had been constant
cronies; but what was best of all, the poet got the better,
and kicked the gentleman beggar out of doors. This was
of great comfort to me, till I heard the victor himself was
a most abominable bad rhymer, and as mere a vagabond
beggar as the other, which is a very great offence to me,
for starving is much too honourable for a blockhead. I
read some of his verses printed in praise of my Lady
Donegal,1 by which he has plainly proved that Fortune has
Injured him, and that he is dunce enough to be worth five
thousand pounds a year. It is a pity he has not also the
qualifications to recommend himself to your sex. I dare
engage no ladies would hold him long in suspense with
their unkindness: one settlement of separate maintenance,
well engrossed, would have more charms than all the wit or
passion of a thousand letters. And I will maintain it, any

1 At a subsequent period Swift sang the praises of this lady in
"Apollo's. Edict":

" Then, would you paint a matchless dame.

Whom you'd consign to endless fame?

Invoke not Cytherea's aid,

Nor borrow from the blue-eyed maid;

Nor need you on the Graces call;

Take qualities from Donegal."

She was wife of Arthur, third Earl of Donegal, a gallant soldier who was
killed while fighting under the Earl of Peterborough at Barcelona, and
was the only daughter of Arthur, first Earl of Granard.
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